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Her flower garden was at the South of the house, and
was considered something wonderful for the variety of
flowers. There is a delicate little vine, called the Alle-
ghany vine, Adlumia, growing in our hills; this was a
favorite of hers.
The old negro seen in the picture of the Hall was an
important personage in the family; he lived with my
grandparents twenty years; his name was Joseph, but
my Uncles often called him "the Governor." As you
know, he is buried in the family ground. His wife Harris
married again after his death, and lies in the Church-
yard, near the front fence. My Grandfather gave her a
house and lot, on what is now Pine Street. Having no
children, she left that house to John Nelson. Harris
lived, after my Grandfather's death, with the Russells.
The only one of my Uncles of whom I have any recol-
lection was my Uncle Isaac. I remember him distinctly
on one occasion, when he was dining at the farm-house;
he took me up in his arms and wanted me to kiss him; but
I was shy about it. "This young lady does not kiss
gentlemen!" said your grandfather laughing. I seem to
hear him say the words now, and I also recollect wonder-
ing in an infantile way what was their meaning. This is
my only recollection of my Uncle Isaac. My Mother was
much attached to him; he was very warm-hearted and
affectionate, and very benevolent. On one occasion when
your Grandfather was in the Navy, he came home on a
furlough, and my Uncle Isaac gave a grand family dinner
on the occasion. Your Grandfather would seem to have
been something of a dandy in those days; he sported a
queue; would you, would you believe it! Some of the
young naval officers at that time followed the fashion of
Napoleon and Nelson, and sported that appendage.

